T   MAbAKYK   TELLS   HIS   STORY
the plains; mountains I like to see in the distance,
but I don't care to live among them: the narrow
valleys crush me, and there is so little sunshine.
In the year 1856 we moved to Cejkovice on to a
farm; two years later we had to go to Cejc for a
year, then back to Cejkovice, and there we lived
till 1862. In 1861 I began to go to the secondary
school at Hustopec; my parents returned to
Hodomn, but in 1864 they were sent back to Cejc,
and three years later they left the Emperor's estates
and went into service with private people at Miro-
slav and on a farm called Suchohrdly. After all
this housemoving we settled at Klobouky, and
stayed there from 1870 till 1882, and I used to
go home there for the holidays. But the real home
of my childhood was Cejkovice.
My mother had more influence on me than my
father had; my father was gifted but simple, it was
mother who ruled at home. She was born at Hana,
but she grew up among Germans at Hustopec; this
made Czech difficult for her at first. She was very
fond of her three young scamps; perhaps I was her
pet, but the one who deserved it was really my
brother Martin, the best of us all in character and
the finest in mind, anima Candida^ as they say.
My mother was a wise and clever woman; she
knew something of the world and had lived for
some time in "the best society," though only in